The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Mar. It faded on the ccowingof the cocke. 

Some fay that ever*gainftttoteai^ d es > 

Wherein our Saviours birth is celebrated, 

Thisbird of dawning fmgeth all mght .ong, 

And then they fay no fpirit dares ftirre abroad, 

^ateo;"rfyonW|a^ 

Breake we our watch up , and by 

Let us impart what we have leerie g 

Unto young Hamlet ; for upon my We 
Where we fliall finde him moft convenient. 

Ihuritb. Enter CUmiM ‘f 

^ tes, Hamlet , cum aim. 

Claud. Though yetof^w///;ourdeerebrothers death 
The memory be greene, and that it us ^Vj^^ nodome 
Tobesre our hearts in gnefe, and our whole Mn D ao 
To be contrafted in one brow of woe . 

Yet lb farre hath difcretion fought with nature. 

That we with wifeft fo«ow thinke on him, 

Togetherwith remembrance of our le v • 

Therefore our fometime Sifter, now.oui Queene, 

Th’ Imperiall jointrefie to this warlike Sta > 

Have we as ’twere with a defcate joy, 

With an aufpicious and a dropping eye, 

With mirth'infunerall, and with dirge mmarria & e, > 

inequall fcale weighing delight and do e, 

Taken to wife, nor have we herein ban d Your 




> 




'‘rtnce of Denmftrke. 

Your better wifdomes, which have freely gone 
W ith this affaire along (for all our thankes) 

Now foliowes, that you know young Fortinbraffe, 
Holding a weake fuppofall ofour worth. 

Or thinking by our late deare brothers death 
Our ftate to be dif- joint, and out of frame, 
Colleagued with this dreame of his advantage 
He hath not faild to pefter us with meflage. 
Importing the furrender of thole lands 
Loft by his father, with all bands of Law, 

To our moft valiant brother. So much for him. 
Now for our felfe, and for this time of meeting. 
Thus much thebufinefleis. We have here writ 
To Norway, Uncle of young Fortinbraffe , 

Who impotent and bedrid ,fcarcely heares 
OfthishisNephewespurpofe, to fiipprefle 
His further gate herein, in that the levies. 

The lifts, and full proportions are all made 
Out of his fubje&s : and we here difpatch 
You good Cornelius, and you Voltemand, 

For bearers of this greeting to old Norway, 

Giving to you no further perfonall power 
To bufineffe with the King, more than the fcope 
Ofthefe delated Articles allow. 

Farewell, and let your haftecommend your duty. 
Cer.Vt 7.1nthat,&all things will we fhew our duty. 
King. W e doubt it nothing : heartily farewell. 
And now Laertes, what’s the newes with you ? 

You told us of feme fuit, what is’t Laertes ? 

You cannot fpeake ofreafbn to the Dane, 

And lofe your voice : what vvouldft choubegZ<?mc.r> 
That fhall notbe my offer, not thy asking. 

The head is not more native to the heart. 

The hand more inftrumentall to the mouth, 

Than is the throne o f Denmarke to thv Father • 
Whjwvouldft thou have Laertes ? 7 

La-r- My dread Lord, 

Your leave and favour to returne to France, 
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